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HENRY.

That is niy secret, Thomas.

BECKET.

State secrets should be patent to the statesman
Who serves and loves his king, and whom the king
Loves not as statesman, but true lover and friend.

HENRY.

Come, come, thou art but deacon, not yet bishop,
No, nor archbishop, nor my confessor yet.
I would to God thou wert, for I should find
An easy father confessor in thee.

BECKET.

St. Denis, that thou shouldst not.    I should beat
Thy kingship as my bishop hath beaten it.

HENRY.

Hell take thy bishop then, and my kingship too !

Come, come, I love thee and I know thee, I know thee,

A doter on white pheasant-flesh at feasts,

A sauce-deviser for thy days of fish,

A dish-designer, and most amorous

Of good old red sound liberal Gascon wine :

Will not thy body rebel, man, if thou flatter it ?